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"I tried sandals but they didn't work. Edward Carpenter made them.
He thought he'd make an honest living by the use of his hands. If he had
used his brains he would have seen that the living gained by manual work
would never have supplied him with books and music and the leisure
and freedom necessary for the writing of Towards Democracy. He was
one of the early people who idealized the manual worker. A great
mistake. William Morris made the same mistake but if all workers lived
like William Morris I would have had to change my tune. Anyhow these
people never knew how to speak to workers. I did. Have you ever met
W. H. Davies?"
"The supertramp?"
"There is only one Davies as there is only one Smith, Adam Smith,
and only one Morris, William Morris. Give these people different
Christian names and they lose identity: George Davies or George Smith
or George Morris! It must have been my father's comedic sense of anti-
climax that caused me to be called George."
"I knew Davies very well/' I said. "The person who helped him
greatly was Edward Thomas who placed a cottage in the country at his
disposal to give him an opportunity to write.'5
"What on earth made him do that? The best nature poetry has
always been written in towns."
"Edward Thomas was himself a considerable poet. He told me of a
certain literary giant, whom he approached as a young man, who kept him
following at his heels for half an hour while he was doing other business.
When the famous person looked into the poet's face and saw its weariness
and disgust, he said: 'You must follow me if you want a bone to pick/ "
"I always kept off literary giants," G.B.S. said. "It was from men of
established reputation that we learnt that William Blake was mad."
"W. H. Davies put down his simple speech, the joy of his poetry, to
the fact that he kept away from men of sharp wit."
"Yes," G.B.S. agreed, "that is why modest and unassumiiig fellows like
myself have to develop horns to keep off men of sharp wit. Davies wrote
simply andjoyously because he was a poet and not a cultured literary gent."
"If another person wrote:
Say what you like
All things love me!
Horse, Cow and Mouse,
Bird, Moth and Bee.
we'd consider it an affectation."